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ftcwd prums, and dried cakesra captaine?Gods light tiieft vil, 
laincs wil make the word as odious as the word occupy, which 
was an excellent good wordc before it was il(brted| therefore 
captains had ncede look too t. 

Bard, Pray thee go downe good Ancient. 

FaM, Hcarke thee hither rniftris Dot 

PtH, Isfot I , I tell thee w hat corporall Bardolfc , I coulj 
tcarc her, He be reuengde of her. 

'Boy Pray thee go dowme. 

PtFl. He fee her damnd firfl:,to Plutocs damnd lake by thig 
had to th mfcrnal deep,vvith erebus & tortures vilealfo : holdc 
hookc and line, (ay Ldowne, downe dogges, downe faters hauc 
we not Hirenhere? 

Host. Good captamc Pccfell be quiet, tis very late yfaith, I 
befeeke you now aggrauate your dioHer. 

Pift Thefe be good humors indccdc,(hal pack-hor(es,and 
hollow painpcrd iades of Afia which cannot goc but thirtic 
mile a day, compare w^ith Cxfars and w'ith Canibals , andtro- 
iant Grcckcs?nay rather damne them with King Cerberus^i 
let the Welkin roarc,flia!i we fall foulc for toics? 

Hofl, By my troth captaine, thefe are very bitter words^. 

Bard^ Be gone good Ancient, this will grow to a brawle 
anon. 

Pift. Men like dogges giue aowncs like pins, hauc we not 
Hiren here? 

Hofl, A my w^ord Captaine, thercs none (iich here , what 
the goodyearc dojyou thinke I would -iC herrfor Gods fake 

be quiet. 

^Ftfl, Then feed and be fat, my fairc Calipolis , come giucs 
(bmc fackc, ft fortune me torment e fperato me contentOy fearc wc 
brode fides:no,let the fiend giue fire, giue me (bme facke,and 
ivveet hartjlie thou there, come wc to ful points hcrc?and are & 
caeteracs,no things? 

Faifl, Piftohl would be quiet. 

Pifi* Sweet Knight,! kifle thy neaffe, wha^wc hauc feenc 
thefeuenftarres. ' - 

... . ^oh 
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2)o/,ror Gods (akc thruft him down ftaiicsj cannot indurc* 

fuchafurttanrafcall. 

Tlirufthim downe ftaircs, know we not Galloway 

tU^treres? 

Quaite him downe Bardolfc like a fliouc-groat Hiil- 
lio»,nay,and a doe nothing butlpeakc nothing, a fliail be no^ 
thing here. 

'Bard Come, get you downe flaircs. 

Ptft. WhatiTiall webaucincifion? Hiallweimbrcw? then 
death rockc me a fleepe, abridge my doleful! daics : w'hr then 
let gricuons gafUy gaping wounds vntwindc the lifters three, 
come Atropofel fay. , 

Hofi, Hcres goodly ftulFe toward. 

Faljl. Giue me my rapier, boy. 

*Dol I pray thcc Iacke,I pray thee do not drawee. 

Fal. Get you downe ftaircs. , 

Hojl. Heres a goodly tumult, ilc fbrfweare keeping houfe a-, 
fore ile be in thele rirrits and frights, Co, murder 1 warant now, 
alas, alas, put vp your naked vveapons,put vp your naked wea- 
pons. 

‘Do/J pray thee Tack he <juict,the raftal’s gonc,ah you hor- 
ibn little vliaunt villaine you. 

Hofl. Are you not hurte i’th groyneJme thought -a made a 
Ihrewd thruft at your belly. 

Fal. Haueyoiiturndhimoutadoores? i 

Bar. Yeafir,therafcal’sdrunkc, youhauehurthimfiri’th 

.ihoulder. ... „ 

Fal. Aralcalltohraueme? 

r '^>'°“^"'^^^*’“’5*'‘^S“«yoUialaspoorcapehowthou 
wcatft , come let me wipe thy face , come on you borfonc 
^opsta rogue, yfaith Iloucthec, thou art as valorous as He- 
itor of Troy,woorth fiue of Agamemnon,& ten times better 
tnen the nine Worthies, a villaine! 

Ah rafcallynauell will loflTe the rogue in a blanket 
T^ol Do and thou darft for thy heart, and thou doft, ile can^ 
uas thee bet weenc a payrcoflbeetes. 
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